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that goes on daily in Christian circles all about us,
and mark how strangely sure men seem that to
them has been made known the mind and purpose
of the Eternal. I have known a little child die,
and when all the house was dark, and all the
chambers emptied of delight, and the mother's
heart well-nigh breaking, I have known some
miserable Job's comforter suggest that it was
because she loved her child too well, and therefore
God had taken the little one out of her arms.
What presumption and what ignorance ! As if
the great Father grudged us our poor human loves !
And as if love were like a slice of cake, so that the
more you give to some one here the less will there
be for another there !

One Sunday, a few years ago, a young man and
his wife ventured on to the great ice bridge which,
as sometimes happens during a very severe winter,
had formed beneath the falls at Niagara. Suddenly
and without warning, there was a crack and a slip,
and the great ice masses began to move down the
stream, and in sight of a crowd of helpless onlookers
both were borne down to a swift and horrible death
in the rapids below. It happened, I say, on a
Sunday. A few days later a letter appeared in one
of the leading Canadian daily papers openly sug-
gesting that the incident was a divine judgment,
that it was God's way of vindicating the honour of